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PROGRESS

them conservatives if you like. Many
of them are emphatically so. They
would preserve every institution
regardless of character and improve
none. We are not opposed to
conservative forces; they are
necessary. Release the earth from this
mighty force, the attraction of the
sun, and she would go whirling
outward into space, soon to be
wrecked in her wild career. With this
force upon her she moves on making
her seasons in their proper time and as
God's chronometer keeping the exact
time. We need some conservative force
to act upon us, that we may be kept
in proper bounds. This does not argue
that a balky mule is an indispensible
commodity.
There are some things that man may
spend his strength upon and wisely so.
If any thing is worth doing it is worth
doing well. One of the great essentials
of progress is well doing, laying
foundations that are firm and true,
erecting a carefully planned
superstructure, avoiding all faulty, or
defective material, or workmanship;
this is progress. A desire to do as
much and as good work as can bo
done; this is progress. A soul that is
awake to every duty and to every
obligation toward God and man; This
is victory, complete victory.
Indifferent, listless, don't care
creatures make up numbers whose
lives are failures and who will eke out
miserable existences.

In almost every neighborhood, if
not in all, we find both progressive
and nonprogressive people. We find
the man with new ideas and the man
with his old fogy notions. The one
believing that the world is not as good
as it ought to be, and who is seeking
to do his part in improving it; the
other believing that what was good
enough for his father is good enough
for him and is not much concerned
about the affairs of this world and
perhaps less of the next. Both, strange
to say, think themselves progressive_
One class seems to think that life is a
journey onward and upward. They
think "There is no excellence without
great labor," but that the reward more
than compensates for the labor. Their
motto is: " Plenty of room at the
top."
The other believes that life is a
down hill piece of business, that we
begin at the top of the hill and go
down until we get at the bottom and
then stop. Their philosophy teaches us
that fame comes by chance and that
the duties of life consist more in
avoiding danger than earnest search
for life's precious jewels. The most
important part of their wagons is the
lock, and the hold backs are more
important parts of the harness than
hame and collars. They are not afraid
of the lightning, it is the thunder that
scares them. The old lady who
protested against having a telegraph
line stretched before her door,
because what she said would be
telegraphed all over the country as
well as the proverbial old mother who
insisted that her sons should learn to
swim before they went near the water,
down to the puny little
whipper-snapper who is continually
saying, " I don't care, it don't make
any difference to me," —all belong to
the nonprogressive class. You may call

LaClede Barrow
THE UNIVERSITY LOOKOUT
January 1888
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THE BLACK DRESS

No one but the Morgan twins would have worn lace in mourning, or such gleaming black silk.
The black clothes the Morgans wore in their last years were beyond doubt the finest ever seen
in our little town.
These fine clothes frightened me when I was a child. I can still look up and see Miss Lucy or
Miss Jane Morgan bearing down on me, and hear the swishing sound of dark skirts in the still
afternoon air. I remember that when one of the old ladies would come upon me too late for me
to run, I would press myself against the brick wall to give her plenty of room on the walk.
I suppose it was really the old ladies themselves that frightened me: their stark white faces,
their sharp noses, and fierce old eyes held proudly. Miss Lucy or Miss Jane hadn't been seen out
of the house together in years. When one would come out, the other would stay home - to
watch their house, people said; to see that no one stole anything from their dark rambling old
mansion.
People would say to Miss Lucy," Good evening, and where is Miss Jane? " And Miss Lucy
would say in her strange high voice, "Well, since father died someone must stay home and keep
the house company."
When Miss Jane would come out and Miss Lucy would stay at home, it was the same sort of
thing.
It all seemed queer when I was little. I remember how, when mama was around with the
lamps turned up bright, and I wasn 't afraid to think such thoughts, I used to see one of the old
ladies coming from a distance and wonder which one was out and which one was staying home.
The twins always dressed identically, and in their mourning clothes you could hardly tell them
apart. Guessing made an interesting game.
Yet, game or not, I feared them and their black clothes. When I saw them I felt the dawning
fear of a strange new word. I know now that the word was death. But I was afraid of them
because of my great sin. I was running with my hoop that day, rounding the corner at the foot
of Lansing Street when I ran into Miss Jane Morgan. I still feel the shock of that collision. Again
I struggle frantically to loose myself and be free of the black silk, and again I hear the small
ripping sound.
I feel the horror of Miss Jane' s cold fury as she drew herself up and glared at me, and at the
little tear I made in her dress just beneath the hobble skirt.
"Oh, you 'ye done it now! You've torn it! " The words came out in that shocked whisper. "
You stupid - careless little trash!"
I feel the burning hurt of her cane as it whipped out and struck me leaving me too stunned
to cry. I see mama running up, breathless with alarm. I see her standing as straight and proud as
Miss Jane, and just as white with anger, though her dress was only gingham. I feel again in my
heart the bitter, passionate things mama almost said—and didn't. I feel again the remarkable
quiet force that is my mother.
When she finally spoke it was in a low gentle tone.
"I' m sorry, Miss Jane. If you'll let me take the dress and mend it "
"Mend it! How could you? "Miss Jane' s voice rasped. "I wouldn 't let you mend it, even if
it were never mended!"
I saw mama take the insult and conquer it, and somehow decide not to give hurt for hurt.
"I'm sorry, "she said quietly. "That is all I can do. "
The Morgan sisters never forgave mama for working. When we needed money she worked.
When they lost theirs, they refused to admit it. The paint peeled off the columns in front of
their home; the window frames, where panes once caught up the sunset in a red tangle showed
more and more blank spaces. Still, rather than admit they were getting poor, the Morgans
would have died.

That was why they wore the fine black clothes, I think: to disguise the fact that they were
doing without, eating less, selling some of their brighter clothes of earlier days and even some of
their furniture - in secret, of course. They had to keep up appearances. They never could
understand how people, like mama, could wear gingham and be self-respecting.
I was furious when Miss Jane struck me. I wanted to tell everyone about it. But mama said
quietly when we got home, " No Betty. What good would it do? Isn 't there enough gossip
around here now?"
Mama forgot everything and tried to help Miss Lucy the night Miss Jane died. It was a bitter
February night in 1938. Mama said Miss Lucy was sick in bed, too, and needed help, so she
took me and walled to the Morgan place in the rain and slosh. When old Sam, the family
servant, came down and said Miss Lucy wouldn ' t see us or anyone, mama argued with him
quietly, before the big door finally closed on us as, so often, it had closed on us before.
But even at Miss Jane's funeral, when the rest of the neighborhood buzzed with gossip,
mama was quiet and thoughtful. It was an ugly thing, that fUneral with its cheappine box and
seedy flowers. It was like the opening of an ugly closed hand. Suddenly and unavoidably - it
showed all the town how poor the Morgans had been.
Miss Lucy wasn't even there. She sent word that she was too sick to come out. But I could
hear people whispering that she wasn 't sick at all, but just too proud to come out and show her
face. It was a small cheap thing, that funeral - not in itself, but in what it revealed. Even the rich
finery of Miss Jane's familiar dress could no longer conceal their poverty.
The little knots of people came forward and stood over Miss Jane's casket and whispered, and
they didn't notice the delicately mended place which showed beneath the hobble skirt. And I
was glad, proud then that I never had told them of Miss Jane's striking me the day I tore her
dress. The deed was bad and a little like the whispers going around, and it was a dire thing to
keep it so secretly within myself. I remember the odd feeling of bigness which came over me in
knowing something the others didn't know, how that feeling grew when the evil, little mended
place was buried with Miss Jane and I realized that no one would ever know.
That is why, I suppose, I never gossiped about Miss Jane or about Miss Lucy Morgan. I could
never bring myself to talk about Miss Lucy—not when she stayed locked up in her house alone
for so many days after the funeral; not when people said she was off in her mind and slipping
out to the cemetery at night; not even when she came back out again, prouder than ever before,
in her familiar black silk.
I feel the new calmness that came inside, the calmness that was mama's; and I lcnow why I
never told. What good would it have done to tell, to tell even mama? She would have worried.
It was just something else to keep within myself, that's all. And so I have kept it till now, when
Miss Lucy herself is dead and it can do no harm.
What good would it have done to tell people that, just beneath the hobble skirt Miss Lucy
wore to the last, I always saw that familiar little mended place like a crow's foot, just as I saw it
that first night she came back? How could I ever have told her that I lnew there never was,
never had been, but one black dress?

Nancy Moreland
THE SOUTHERN ACCENT, May 1947
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THERE IS BUT DESOLATION

Earth, we the people are your one confusion,
The scourge you bear that mars your face.
We with our petty cares, our indignations
And quibblings as to creed and race.
Time was when God the Great Creator
Swept clean your space with roaring flood
And now man's greed has set the conflagration
To raze your hills; to drench the fields with blood.
The nations torn in war are crying, "Mercy!"
Parched lands lie bare beneath the sky.
There is no peace, there is but desolation
And raucous screams of all the hordes who die.

Grady Long
THE SOUTHERN ACCENT, December 1947
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MIDNITE IN A CONFEDERATE CEMETERY
Row on rhythmic row
Swell across the grass.
Pale white tombstones
Stab into the grayness of murk.
The gaunt haunt of a whistle
Shimmers vaguely by the trestle.
And the sulphurous grit
The heavy thickness of murk
Lines the delicate mucous of the throat.
Two red electric lights
Pimple the vapor of midnight.
Yet they are here!
Deathless even in death!
What dream was here left undreamt?
By the zing! of a minnie ball
And the quick throbbing spurt of red blood
— Genevieve in white blouse lying
on the clay-red in the corn field —
What building is now forever to be unbuilt?
Gone with the white smile, the last smile.
When the blood dripped drop by drop
From black moustache to chin.
--- on Lindsey Street
there might have been
Charlie Dillon 's trading post —
What song is now left unsung?
When jagged iron scraps crammed into the cannon' s mouth
Spewed forth into the stomach
And neatly broke the collar-bone
— Johnny Vanderwert's song
Teeming lilting restlessly in his brain
Clipped suddenly short --The dream undreamt
the house unbuilt
the song left unsung
Civilization is minus a dream
The world has one less building
And one song less is on the lips
Thus are we all undone.

Ted Kopkin
THE ACCENT, January 1949
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I CALL THE WANDERER HOME

Servant and master am I: servant of those dead and master of those living. Through me spirits
immortal laugh, and wander and worship. I tell the story of love, the story of hate the story
that saves and the story that damns. I am the incense upon which prayers float to heaven, and I
am the smoke which palls over,the field of battle where men lie dying with me on their lips. I am
close to the altar at marriage, and when the graves open I stand nearby. I call the wanderer
home; I rescue the soul from the depths. I open the lips of lovers and through me the dead
whisper to the living.
One I serve as I serve all; and the king I make m y slave as easily as I subject his slave. I speak
through the birds of the air, the insects of the field, the crash of waters on rock-ribbed shores,
the sighing of wind in the trees, and I am even heard by the soul that knows me in the clatter of
wheels on city streets. I know no brother, yet all men are fathers of the best that is in me. I am
an international language; a language of the poor, a language of the rich. I can start and end
wars-while diplomacy' makes the impending prolonged. I have inspired books, and have
collected words in such form, so that as long as I live, they shall never die. I have been known
from the beginning of time, and I am just as important now as I was then.
I have spoken in large halls; I have whispered in small huts; I have thrilled millions; I have
saddened few. I am an art. I am an institution upon which many have based their lives.
Although I am conquerable, I have been subdued by only the ones who fully understand me. I
have been the shining light to the conquered, and have kept them alive by the mere mention of
my name. I have encouraged the conquered to go forward and the victor to show love toward
his victims. I am known by Webster as anything having rhythm or melody. But this can not
explain all of me. I am all that is left in this world unsmeared by lies, and unblemished by fear,
for I am an instrument of God. I am music.

R. Don Baxter
THE ACCENT, January 1949
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THOUGHTS FROM AN ATTIC

Rumaging around in an old chest in our attic yesterday I found my copy of our high school play.
How strange to see once more, and after so long, the battered coverless thing - my lines marked in
red - and autographs of the others on the flyleaf. How long ago it seems, and yet the lines seem
strangely fresh in my memory - the way we used them in our conversation and laughed about it
afterwards.
Then other things came rushing back, flooding my mind with the acrid smoke that is the
memory of half-forgotten events that happened long ago, overcoming with the nostalgic incense of
remembering.
And once again I stood behind the set, waiting my cue, scrawling my name on the backdrop with
those of the rest of the cast. Once more long hours of practice after school and nights, the muffled
giggles and the talk backstage. The way you said your lines and looked at me. And I knew there was
something more than just the memorizing of the printed word. The sea of faces in the night beyond
the glare of the footlights.
Yet it was just a play, given so many times, so many places, but never quite as we presented it. So
are our lives, the same old story told time after time, but never is the same. The pattern woven by
our destinies has been woven many times before and shall be seen in lives long after we are gone.
But yet to each of us it will be different, and we go on believing that the play of life was written for
us alone.

Anne Bryant
THE ACCENT, January 1949
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TO

A TINTYPE

OF

GREAT-GRANDPAP

You lived a long time ago ...
at least as far as I'm concerned.
A tall man, and slender,
with ft sad face and a depressing
drooping moustache.
And your pants bagged at the knees
and were too long,
and your coat stretched at the shoulders
and was too short,
and you wore a shirt with no collar,
and a vest,
and lived respected in a small Georgia town,
and begat children,
who begat children,
who begat me.
Today, because you were proud to fight
on the losing side,
or perhaps because you were just a little
conceited,
you stare at me
inquisitively, gun in hand, from
in front of
a photographer's backdrop,
and ask, with your eyes
" who the Hell are you?"
And rightly you ask,
for even though I bear your name,
and inherit your belongings
(your rifle is a useless antique now,
your fiddle is a wall decoration),
what can you know of me,
or I of you,
living in separate ages,
joined only by name
and the tintype?
I have walked the ground you walked,
slept in the house you built,
seen your name
written in your own hand in
your own books ...
so what?

14

I know that you were a tanner,
that you left your mill
and took your rifle (my rifle now),
and went with the other Georgians to
lose a war.
I know that you were captured
(no heroics, just didn't start running
soon enough)
and survived the prison,
and came home to die.
You lived a long time.
And you laughed,
and worked,
and loved,
and fought
and died,
and left behind memories
that began to dim before
the grave mound settled.
You left your life
(a grand total of 64 years)
in the memories of your children
who soon forgot incidentals
and remembered only highlights.
Their children got it second-hand,
and forgot some,
and passed less on.
And the last concrete tie was
severed
when your
son smiled and relaxed and died at the age
of 83,
and left you in the trust of others.
Your mill disappeared years ago.
Your house will fall soon
(a hundred and ten years is a long time
for a house to stand).
I, who inherit you,
don't know where you're buried,
or much at all about you.
Someday, when you
look inquisitively from your photo
at one of my grandchildren,
he will wonder,
" who the Hell is this?"

Bill Foster
THE ROOK, November 1960
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SHE SLEEPS NUDE

She sleeps nude.
Her style, her grace, walking, smiling, reclining: She sleeps nude. Leave off saying:
This one is charming, timid, alluring, wise. Say instead, simply: She sleeps nude. For
isn' t this the compactness of expression our societies are crying for? Aren' t problems
of state magnified by so much interruption, inexactness and misunderstanding? That
one so seldom can capture in a candleflame the essence of the galaxies? In a crystal
drop the expression of the waves beating relentlessly on the shore? They beat upon the
sand as injustices wrought upon the heads of citizens, of those who fill the streets of
cities, and till the soils of nations.
To capture in the simple, round brown shell of a nut the entire being of forests, to
let stand for a mountain a single grain: This is the hope of problem solving, from
statehouses to grimy tenements. This is reduction to purity. This is to the poet. Could
we confine strife to poetry in the government, we could save battlefields for
farmlands, soldiers for men to plow them.
Think of her stretching out a tawny arm, offering to the blinded masses a pearl of
immense value, glowing, clasped firmly between thumb and fore-finger. Is this not
conceit of the most generous kind? To say: I have it, it is of great worth, of great use:
Take it, it is yours, I give it you. The wisdom in this conceit is of a greater mind than all
a statesman's rhetoric on the dusted floors of innumerable houses of Parliament and
Congress. Could he but sum the universe into a sentence, mankind a phrase, and
politics a word, he might match her excellence. But now, the mountains built of the
words of his speeches, the forests on them constructed of proper punctuation, and the
sky colored by the infinitely numbered fibers of pulp in each ream he writes ; all these
crumble to shame and disgrace, to waste and foolery, when compared but for an
instant—but for the quick flash of the canvas lid over an eagle' s eye—to her
magnificence in simplicity, a poem curled lanky and tan, sleeping nude between the
sheets.

Gregg Wickham
THE LITERARY MAGAZINE, Spring 1970
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NIGHT DEMON
Though the clock
has almost clicked away
the stars,
I cannot sleep.
A poem in my mind
will not cease
claiming itself.
I turn towards you,
I edge closer,
nuzzle into your hair and breathing
like a bee in dark clover;
I doze under clover.
Some urge of spirit
strikes,
nudges me hard
in the ribs and shouts,
"You bum! You clod!
You good-for-nothing lout!
Wake up, wake up
and let me out! "
This demon,
surly for release,
demands his pound of flesh,
embodiment into form
so it can walkby
light of day,
plainly expose itself to public view,
turn its own shadows
in the showering sun.
I am as lazy
as the next fellow,
and would ignore it
if I could;
but it insist,
so I yield.
First, an image for the head: hair and breathing;
next, for arms, a simulation: like a bee in dark clover;
finally, a leg of metaphor: shadows turning in the sun,
with lightning for feet to dance upon.
There, it is done.
Love has a form.
Poem, demon, and wife
are one.
Now, let me sleep.

Reed Sanderlin
THE LITERARY MAGAZINE, Winter 1970
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THE NIGHT LITTLE-BIT CARTER
TOOK ON THE WORLD

An eerie chilled breeze, unusual for a Georgia summer night, made me feel even more afraid. I
kept inching to the back of the line, putting it off, dreading my turn. If not for the other guys,
who were cracking jokes and acting so cool, I would have run away. But I couldn 't do that; no,
I would never live it down.
I looked around, surveying the scene that trapped me There was no moon and few stars. Tall,
dense pines grew about, blocking out light, sound, everything but the wind. The trees
encompassed a small bare clearing fed by a lone rutted clay road. Within the clearing eight or
nine boys danced around a battered pickup truck like so many Pygmies around a fire after a
successful hunt. The whole picture was mad. Why was I here?
A fresh gust of wind wooed through the pines awakening me to the harsh realization that it
would soon be my turn. Maybe she '11 get enough and leave now, I thought, as I watched one
boy crawl out of the cab of the pickup, licking his lips and rolling his eyes much to the
amusement of the others. No, I guess I' m next.
I tried to study the boy in front of me, but I couldn't see in the cab too well. II knew I' d
make an ass out of myself. Something would happen because of my ignorance and the guys
would laugh and she would laugh. Running away was my only salvation, but I couldn't risk my
manhood like that. The boy slid out of the truck zipping his pants. He slapped me on the
shoulder and said, "She's yours."
The guys called her "Little-Bit Carter" but someone told me her real name was Shelly. I had
never seen her before. I had never seen anything like her before. She lay in that truck as naked
as the day she was born. Despite the cold, she was adorned with sweat that made her shine
against the cracked freckled face like an unkempt mane. Her eyes were closed and her mouth
half open, inhaling and exhaling rapidly. With each gasp her small smooth breasts would tighten
and then rise up to taunt me. Her pale featureless body was without curves and her spindly legs
were spread and raised at the knees, offering what seemed to be a repulsive invitation. But as I
stared at her, none of these homely features mattered. She was the most beautiful thing I had
ever seen.
The air must have been much colder as I walked home, but I didn ' t notice. My body was
warmed by an unusual new sensation. I didn't know much about love but this must be it, I
thought. What else could it be? Suddenly I wasn 't afraid anymore, not of anything The more I
thought about Shelly and the truck, the more glamorous the moment became. I saw the lights
of home and broke into a run, anxious to lie in bed and dream.

Bill Stiles
THE LITERARY MAGAZINE, Winter 1972
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From the Editor's Corner:
Life is beauty.
Beauty is Life.
For many folks
Life and beauty meet
At the junction of words.
Words.
Beauty.
Life.
Two such men
are
Roy McClendon
and
Allen Bowen.
Their friends
Will salute them.

ROY
McCLENDON

cfb

I learned from Roy's death that memories don't haunt, they entertain. I was
frightened by his illness and shocked when he died, but the shock soon lifted like a
theater curtain. My head filled with pleasant images.
Roy was the stuff good
memories are made of.
Laughing, energetic, sensitive,
boyish. Roy died at 29, but at
any age he would have died
young.
There is so much to recall.
Adventures from our
childhood. School. Late nights
studying. Later nights goofing
off. Writing for the lit mag.
Cheering for the Mocs. Double
dates. Our weddings. I watch
and listen to them over and
over, and each playback brings
new detail or prompts new
episodes. The show goes on
forever.
Roy is gone and that is sad. It's sad that so little of the world will know him. But
those of us who do know him and love him will see him often. In his work, in his
writings, in his son and in our memories, we will see him every day.
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ROY DYING

Free from all that holds me
binds me and all that other
typical woodsy stuff and oh
look i think ill fall off this
bluff and lay here all dramatic
like mentally reviewing these
bad things that happened in my life
my life like when I almost died
once. Sure wish I could make
some revealing observation
about that but i cant because i
was so sick i didnt know i was
dying at the time it was only
later when folks said - lord
you almost died that i could
even think about it and then i
was more interested in the
darlington 500 and how the
vols would do in the final
ratings so i could survey the
vast political implications of
class room arrangements but
no one would believe that a
dying man would think of
something like that but i knew
one who did so ill just lay here
and keep all that comes to me
before my eventual rescue to
myself and let the others find
out like i did that your life
doesnt flash before your eyes
or anything.

Roy McClendon
Twice Twenty-Two, Spring 1973
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MUSEUM

Wearing your lonliness
Like an Indian blanket
You sit cross-legged
And protected.
Near relic
Almost antique
Well dusted
And unbending.
A large oak in a lesser forest.

Roy McClendon
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I FORECAST

The old man leaned the chair on its back legs until the back of the chair touched
the wall. He then folded his arms across his chest and searched the fading horizon.
This was the ritual since I'd been hired here. He would invariably assume this
position, then turn his eyes to the sky and make some comment about tomorrow's
weather and we'd exchange stories until long after dark.
"No rain tomorrow," he said as if there was no doubt in his mind, and there
wasn't.
I couldn't believe it when he offered me a job. I'd stumbled onto his farm about
the time he was settling into what he called his "thinkin' spot"on the porch. He
asked me where I was going and where I'd been and then asked me if I needed
work. I'd been nowhere in particular and going to about the same place and was
hungry, so I took the job. I soon discovered that there wasn't enough work to keep
us both busy, but he seemed to be able to afford my wage and the food was good.
Besides, he was lonely and that's probably the reason he hired me anyway.
We sat in silence for a few minutes and then he said, "Y'ever been married?"
"No. Close once, but not quite."
He thought for a minute and then said, "I was. She was a lady. Died, though. It
was in '52. Just up and died. Doctor said it was something they didn't know too
much about. She just got all thin and puny and one day she was dead."
"I'm sorry." That was all I could think to say.
"She hated this farm," he nodded.
"How come?"
"Oh, I don't know. It ain't that bad. Sometimes it's hard to eat off it, but usually
comes through with enough for groceries."
"I kind of like it," I said, hoping it was the right thing to say. "You ever think of
doing anything else?"
"Yeah, when I was a kid, I wanted to be a wing walker."
"A what?"
"I don't guess you'd know what that is. My dad used to take me to the fair and
this guy used to walk the wings of one of them old biplanes."
"Did you ever try it?"
"No, you know, just dreams. I used to go to Atlanta a lot. That's where I met my
wife. She was working at this movie. John Wayne was on, so I went in. She was
selling pOpcorn. She was so pretty, I bought two boxes. I was about to go on in
when she walked by and I tapped her on the shoulder and asked her if she wanted a
box of popcorn. We had us a great day that first day. Walked all the way to
Piedmont Park and listened to the band play.
"I went to Atlanta every week-end after that 'til I brought her back here. She
was kind of let down with the place, I could tell that, but in no time flat she had
the place lookin' like one of them town houses. She was somethin'.
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" We had us a boy, too. He sure was a fine lookin' little boy. He lived three days.
Preacher said we was lucky to have him that long.
" We decided to try again, but we never did have one."
We sat in silence for a moment, then I decided it was time to change the subject.
" You think the Braves will be any good this year?"
" I don't know. They'd do all right if they'd get ' em a new manager.
" Louise died before the Braves come to town. In those days it was the ' Crackers.'
We went a couple of times. She didn't care too much for baseball though. Said she got
a bigger kick out of watching me." The silence came on us again, the kind of night
time hush that cries out to be broken. I sat wondering what he would say and I should
say, but the silence continued to scream in lonely agony.
Then he stood up and stretched and walked over to the edge of the porch. Although
there was nothing to see but stars, he looked at the sky again and said, " Yessir, no rain
tomorrow."

Roy McClendon
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LADY-SNAKE

I thought I saw what was.
The delay in identification,
the miscalled genus,
gave her time to get inside
and plant her poison.
The swell that occurred
lasted longer than she.
I can smile, now. See my scar?
Some snakes have hard colors.

Roy McClendon

25

4

26

HOW STUDENTS CAME OUT OF THE COLD

"You said you had a problem?"
" Yes, I do. "
She stared into his eyes. They were brown. More then just brown, they were cloudy brown.
There were secrets in those eyes. Secrets to be shared, but yet they weren' t sharing, they were
wanting. They were looking into her and she felt as if they knew everything already but were just
seeking confirmation.
"Well? "
" I feel very strange, you know, discussing my problems with someone I hardly know."
He leaned closer and his hand gently touched hers. "I know you,' 'he said.
She was staring into his eyes again but this time more comfortably. The secrets were there. The
wisdom and experience of years lived were in the eyes. It was all there for trade, her problems for
his wisdom, a fair exchange. She was relaxed and eager. She became aware of the growing silence
but she wasn 't alarmed. She knew, without looking, that people around her were still talking, still
living but his eyes had taken her in, accepted completely, and created the privacy needed for the
confessions she wanted to share.
She began.
" I know I' m not beautiful, I In not charming, but surely there is some quality about me
someone would like. I have been rejected by everyone. No one has... "She knew she had to say no
more. He understood. The details weren't important. He understood and she waited for the
wisdom of his eyes. The knowledge that would set her free.
She waited warm and secure. His eyes blinked and she again became aware of those around her.
She was refreshed and happy and glowing.
He leaned back in his chair and then said, "I have what you need. "
She watched him push a pill across the table with his finger. "Take this and mark the end and the
beginning. "
She touched the pill with her finger tips as he stood to go. He leaned towards her, eyes wide and
said, "Take it. You can pay me later."
She watched him leaving, nodding to acquaintances. She looked at the pill and was reluctant.
She waited moments, hours until in the rising smoke from her cigarette, she saw, once again, the
eyes.

Roy McClendon
THE LITERARY MAGAZINE, Spring 1971
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ALLEN BOWEN

Sitting there, he would rool a cigarette and talk awhile. It might be about Wallace
Stevens or Janis Joplin or kids . . . or a moment's laughter. Whatever the topic, Allen
always brought a fullness to it.
One of Allen's favorite topics was poetry. Creating was important to Allen. His
poems, like his life, were a celebration of both his own individuality and the mergence
of that individuality with the other than himself. We are privileged indeed that Allen
shared his poems with us.
But Allen's own particular poetry took another form which is perhaps less well
known but certainly was no less important to him; that was helping other people. He
was helping another person the day I first met him. I later came to know that that was
characteristic of him. People were important to Allen; he always seemed to have the
time to give of himself.
Allen is gone now. The words can but be wordless in trying to express the loss.

WIND WILLOW WHISPER
Wind willow whisper
nudging up to me
nudging up and talking soft
wind willow whisper
by the riverside
it's time for me to go.
From TWICE TWENTY-TWO, Spring 1975

7-11-77

ebbing, flo w

ing;

coming, going —
you of earth and i of see,
curious dust of ashes make &
you may abide with me.

Allen Bowen
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A DEPARTURE OF NO CONSEQUENCE

crackling grey dawn,
and a blackbird's mount
is raised and lowered in the breeze
divined by me with ease;
dawning had the keys.
laughing if you please,
i watch the sky indulge the sun
and lay it on a limb
so low.
wind that circled orange light
unfurls a melting rainbow.
whispered space of lineless time,
that flows into tomorrow.

Taken by the wind . . . "

— Fleetwood Mac
(from "Will You Ever Win")
blue lights fill my skull —
groping with bloody fingers
grasping for breath in a long hall
sliding like a greased pig
down a bamboo shoot
parting sun, yellow as a candle's flame

Allen Bowen
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7-24-77
nowhere out of time i write;
no - thing leaves its mark in mind;
no one wipes my tear away.
lending ear, i spin a note;
bending sight, a rainbow cast;
touching mind, i leave at last.

wide awake blue,
and slightly bent
October rust —

OCTOBER

red leaves 'n day

Allen Bowen
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AND I WILL REMEMBER YOU . . .
singing songs of dreams i walk thru.
laughing at your nod, and reading thru your sigh.
dances danced — no reason made.
and shadows fall to make the shade.

SHADOWS
thadows crossing shadows
streaks of filtered light
bleeding melting colors from the grey.
liquid night uncurling
shadows swallow shadows —
left is blinding silence in my mind.

Allen Bowen

spitting silence
I chase the fluorescent words
until they leave me
alone. Standing, breathless & panting
perspiring tears, I watch them
whirl & spin away into the shadow
at the burning speed of loss.
amnesiac whisperings -a friend is gone . .

a friend
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WIGGLIS: A SQUEAL TO REMEMBER

When in grammar school I was forced, by my parents, to spend every summer down home in
the little town of Toney, Alabama with my grandparents. I had all the recreation that a country
boy could hope for; horseback riding (and when we felt reckless cows, pigs, bull, and even goats
made for good bronco busting), plenty of swimming holes (this included the branch that
separated my father' s parent' s farm from my mother's parent' s farm, Limestone creek and
the pond in the cow pasture), and all the fruit I could eat just for the picking.
All this joy was shared by my uncle Bo who was one year my senior. Bo was the all-around
great American country boy. He could shimmy up a tree faster than any one of his cats and run
barefoot, at full speed, over a field of jagged rocks and I couldn 't keep up with him because of
my tender, city-boy feet.
Bo was at the bedside when I was born. We played together since the days when he would
quickly empty his baby bottle, take mine, drain it and hide it out in the woods. After we got
old enough to walk we got into more mischief than two boys are allowed.
There was always an abundance of animals. I never visited the farm without having to be
introduced to five new dogs, five cats, a brood of chickens, and a new killer rooster. That is to
say, a rooster that attacked everybody in sight but was afraid of my grandmother. And down
the road at the Jones' there would always be a new horse or pony. And every evening after
cotton chopping time we could go down and ride as long as we wanted.
One day a new face was welcomed at the farm. It was a tiny black sow with an extra curly
tail and a pair of warm, brown eyes. A friendly grunt and a gentle nudge with her snout told us
that she liked us. Wigglis kept escaping from the pigpen by simply walking out; her little body
slipped easily between the fence rails. After it was discovered that all she wanted to do was be
around people we allowed her to roam free.
One day when the dogs had gathered around to have their stomachs rubbed Wigglis come
around too. Bo called the whole family together to show us a trick that he said he had learned.
He started off by touching Wigglis on the inside of her back haunch. At this gentle prodding she
laid down and became completely submissive. Then Bo began to rub her stomach and Wigglis'
hind leg began to kick to the rhythm of her master' s hand and in no time she was fast asleep.
All of the dogs got this treatment and after the initiating rub down Wigglis made it a point to
join in every session. The dogs resented it very much but Wigglis paid no attention to their low
growls and pretty soon she was accepted as one of them. She oinked at strangers and adopted
the foremost dog philosophy: "Sniff an object (a tree, for instance) and if you can't chase it,
chew it or fetch it, then piss on it."
After all the chickens were gone the pigs were the only animals that received a fairly decent meal
(" Ya' 11 boys go slop dem dere hogs," as I recall it.) The dogs and cats just had to take what they
could get which would be an occasional table scrap now and then. This way they were kept on the
verge of starvation. And when that long awaited scrap came all the dogs leapt at it but only one
could get it and whatever dog that happened to be was immediately ripped asunder by the losers. If
the dogs hadn ' t caught an occasional rabbit I am sure that they would have starved.
Since Wigglis was running with dogs this was the way that she had to get hernourishment. One
day someone whistled and all of the dogs come running; Wigglis was right in the middle of
them. And when the coveted prize was thrown (which may have been a piece of cornbread or
stale biscuit) it was every dog for himself and every dog went for it. When the smoke had
cleared Wigglis emerged chomping on the spoils. Allis, the leader of the pack, immediately sank
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his teeth into Wigglis' tail. Wigglis about faced and bit that stupid dog right back. And in so
doing established herself as top dog.
The cats were no better off and they couldn't get into that kind of competition but they had
their share of delicacies...
My grandmother was deathly afraid of serpents. And one day when she was sitting on the
living room couch deeply involved in her knitting one of the cats dragged something that she
"didn't notice too plain at first" through an open window, over her shoulder, across her lap
and into the bedroom. A minute later she decided to go see what it was. When she reached the
bedroom she saw a trail of blood that lead under the bed. She looked but it was too dark to see
anything. She groped with her hand and felt something but didn 't know what it was by feel. So
she went and got the flashlight and looked again. We were playing in the yard when we heard a
blood curdling scream. Upon arriving at the rescue all we could make out through her babbling
was: "Under the bed!" We looked under the bed and there was the cat, calmly chewing on a
four foot long black snake.
Wigglis lived and grew with us. She caused a great deal of concern when she rooted up gaping
holes in the front lawn. We never knew that one pig could cause such massive destruction just
by rubbing it's nose on the ground. It looked like someone had run amuck with a plow.
Nevertheless Bo and the neighbors loved her and they built her a feeding trough and she began
to eat like a pig should. She grew big, fat and lazy and fonder of the stomach rubbings.
One day when Wigglis was lounging with the dogs under the big oak tree grandaddy Beasly
whistled and she came running just like at any other time. When he had touched her in the
familiar spot she lay down just like at any other time. Grandaddy Beasly rubbed her belly
affectionately and when Wigglis was falling asleep he brandished the big butchering knife and
calmly slit her throat from ear to ear.
Suddenly Wigglis, with a shock, realized that she had been tricked. She lept to her feet and
did a mad ten yard dash. There she began to stagger and when she realized that she could run
no more she looked at her murderer sadly and sank to her knees. With a barely audible grunt
her hind quarters dropped to the ground. And as the dogs gathered around to lap her blood she
rolled over onto her side. She was breathing heavily when they threw her onto the bed of the
truck and carted her off to an awaiting vat of scalding water.
When the summer ended I said good-bye to the farm and the animals. It would be the same
thing next year.

Curtis L. Walker
TWICE TWENTY-TWO, Fall 1973
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I USED TO DREAM DREAMS

I used to dream dreams
Of star-studded skies
And secret half-lives
Lived beyond the veil.
Then, when I met you
the lace was torn from the bodice
And the nakedness shone through,
I was left then with nothing
But your sharp tobacco smell,
And the heady scent of magnolia
blossoms
Crushed beneath my fall.
You have bruised me
You have eaten me alive,
There is no lace on the bodice
Only shame to disguise
And the learning to call it love.

Meredith Hales
TWICE TWENTY-TWO, Fall 1974
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AWARDS
Roy McClendon Memorial Awards

THE SEQUOYA REVIEW takes pride in presenting,
through the cooperation and generosity of the Student
Government Association, cash awards for submissions
in the following categories:

PROSE (Fiction)

$25.00

Nona Harp

THE MASTER TEACHER

ART

$25.00

Cathy Henley

CARDINAL ON FENCE IN WINTER

POETRY
Russell Anne Swafford

$25.00
I HAVE ALWAYS LIVED . .

THE SEQUOYA REVIEW would like to thank the
judges who helped the Staff in the dificult task
of selecting the recipients of the various awards.

FACULTY

STUDENTS

Mr. George Connor

Mr. Jaime Jordan

Mr. Steve LeWinter

Mr. Don Worthington

Dr. Paul Ramsey

Mr. Keith Vallier

Dr. Robert Vallier
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THE MASTER TEACHER

The water babbles and gurgles like a happy baby. The sunlight dances
and becomes tiny diamonds on the playful, tumbling brook.
Sit still. Be quiet. Watch as the brook gives life. All o'r nature's creatures
need water. The lively chipmunks, the scolding squirrels and perhaps, a
few wayward birds looking for insects and grubs will pause by the small
stream. The small minnows dart here and there, as if they are playing a
game of hide and seek. Crayfish, wiggly and ugly, tumble playfully with
one another. Tadpoles, with long, spindly tails attached to short, swollen
bodies, peek out from under every leaf and rock.
The first color-tinted leaves are falling into the friendly brook. They are
welcomed as if they were small boats on their annual autumn color c -wise.
Happy dragonflies ride their borrowed crafts downstream. The
wildflowers, nature' s most splendid creation, grow in unlandscaped
abundance at the water' s edge. Their gorgeous heads, heavy with late
summer' s dominant colors of purple and gold, dip longingly toward the
water. The brook laughingly splashes its tall, stately friends. The
wildflowers drink deeply in order to sustain their all too brief life.
Crickets, singing soprano, and young frogs with baritone voices, give an
ongoing concert. All nature is at peace.
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Sit still. Be quiet. Watch the brook take life. The insect world runs
rampant at this choice spot in the forest. But nature will soon attend to
such impudence. Look at the huge toad that seems asleep and blends into
the color of the rock he sits upon. He did not attain such gigantic size by
sleeping. The unspoken and unwritten law is survival of the quick, the
wary, and the strong. The law is quickly and violently enforced.
Under the jutting rocks, the water runs silent and swift. Shadows seem
to hold unthought-of dangers in their dark recesses. A few, small, baby
minnows lag behind the school of tiny fish. They do not see the huge
submarine in turtle shape bearing down on them with deadly accuracy. In
one swift thrust of the gaping mouth, they are gone.
The little, gray titmouse hops to the water' s edge. Glancing nervously
about while taking water in short, choppy jerks, he does not see another
movement. Slowly and silently uncoiling from under the cool rocks, slides
one of nature' s most ardent law enforcers. The movement is quick,
merciless, and virtually unseen. As the long, mud-colored, scaly body
slithers away, the lump in the snake's middle still moves.
Insects are replaced as quickly as they disappear. No one misses the
minnows. No one will mourn the titmouse. They mean nothing in this
quiet, restful place. All nature is at peace.
The happy brook babbles and gurgles. The sunlight continues to play
peek-a-boo with the water. But the brook is a liar, and only the dead will
know.
Sit still. Be quiet. Learn well the lesson.

Nona Harp
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I HAVE ALWAYS LIVED . . .

I have always lived slightly out of tune;
Only melody with harmony,
Treble without companion bass.
Traversing over life's scales in aimless exploration,
My experiences sounding like an orchestra
Tuning up to play the perfect symphony.
With you I harmonize.
My song becomes pure and clear,
Like the rare and precious tinkling of a music box.

Russell Anne Swafford
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THE MOMENT OF TRUTH

The man was six-five, the scarred, dusty cowboy boots on his feet and the
sweat-stained Stetson on his head only adding to his height, giving the casual
observer the impression that he or she was looking upon a member of some
abnormal, forgotten race. There had been times before, when the stares of
passersby and the shocked, open-mouthed gawkings of ever-inquisitive children had
bothered him, but now, sliding down the wrong side of forty, he seldom if ever
thought about it.
The room was cramped and small, full of filing cabinets, stacks o f books, and
dust, and the tall Texan seemed oddly out of place, like a parent visiting his child's
kindergarten class.
He lit a cigarette and exhaled heavily, the smoke defining the shaft of yellow
sunlight that poured through the partially shuttered window, turning it into an
elongated, trapeziodal plane that swirled and eddied upon itself. This effect had
always fascinated him, but now checking his watch and becoming aware of the
muffled noises of the crowd below, he did not dawdle. As the Captain had said, this
was the moment of truth. All of the planning, the clandestine meetings, the dry runs
and the horribly realistic mock-ups were over, their purpose served. He was here in the
room, ready, willing, and able. It was time.
The packages were in their proper places. Everything was just as they had
rehearsed it, seemingly years ago, for so many months.
The Texan crushed his cigarette carefully and was surprised to find that his
hands, those large, long-fingered hands that could crush a beer can or a man's
throat with equal ease, were shaking.
That was not good. He took a few deep breaths and began to think peaceful
thoughts. Thoughts of his grandfather' s farm, so many miles, so many years away.
The handful of cows, the two work-weary horses, the few sparse acres that had
yielded little and even that had to be coaxed out of the rough, rocky soil. The Texan
had slaved beneath the hottest of suns and in the frigid, death-cold air of many winters
on that farm for many years. And looking back, lining those days up with these, he
knew beyond even the mildest shadow of doubt that those years had been the
happiest of his life.
His hands stopped shaking. He glanced at his watch and saw that he was a minute
and fifteen seconds off schedule. That would not do. He was not being paid to
daydream. Daydreaming caused relaxation, and relaxation caused mistakes. The
Texan knew that there could be no mistakes. At this point in the game, even the
slightest slip-up would literally be fatal.
The sun slanting in through the crack in the window was different now, not so much
in angle as in intensity. The illumination wuold be perfect. The wind was as light and
cool as the sun was bright. The Texan lit another cigarette and smiled. Everything was
perfect. It was as if the very forces of the universe were working in direct cooperation
with the flawlessly devised plan.
The Texan began to get down to business. He collected the packages from the
two drawers in different filing cabinets and braught them near the window. He
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snipped the twine that bound the packages with the long lethal-looking folding
life he had traded for a carton of smokes and ten bucks cash in Viet Nam. The
twine along with the knife disappeared into a pocket, the heavy brown wrapping
paper, stripped off the packages and neatly folded, soon followed. It was 2:18.
Right on schedule.
He opened the boxes and looked inside, staring in wonder as he always did upon
seeing it. The beauty, the simplistic yet complex workings, the very genius that had
designed and constructed such a thing. He ran his hand over the separate parts that he
knew would fit together with such machined precision: the smooth polished wood,
the metal, cold and shiny even through the dull haze of protection. Such a thing was
too beautiful to be destroyed, yet that was the way it had to be. As soon as he was
finished it would be taken and burned, melted down to harmless, anonymous slag.
The thought came close to bringing tears to his eyes.
2:19. Almost time.
He hung the cigarette in a corner of his mouth and reached first into one box and
then the other for the separate pieces, slowly and methodically fitting them
together with a rote skill born of hours of practice, squinting through the rising
smoke as he worked.
In less then thirty seconds he was finished, and the crowd below, unaware of his
machinations in the dark room three stories above them began, right on schedule,
to cheer.
The air coming through the crack in the window was November cold, but the Texan
seemed not to notice. Indeed, he began to sweat. He was mildly surprised by this, for
what he was about to do was of little consequence to him, and searching through the
dark void of memory he could come up with times and places where he had in fact
done worse. To the Texan these thoughts of the past, however unpleasant they might
be, were comforting to him in this, his moment of truth.
2:20. He quickly went over the mental list of things that had to be done and
checked them against his previous actions. All had been dispatched with speed and
efficiency.
Check, doublecheck, and check again the thing in his hands. Beautiful. It was
perfect.
The sun spilled over his left hand as he crouched before the window. It was 2:21.
He squinted through the aperture and made one final adjustment. The cheering
of the throng below reached a crescendo, the sound hanging in space for an
eternity.
A droplet of sweat slid down in front of his right ear and ran along the seam
formed by his cheek against the hard polished wood.
The Texan pulled the trigger. It was 2:22.
Ant the crowd began to scream.
Two hours later, the Texan would be safely aboard a plane bound for South
America.
And President John Fitzgerald Kennedy would be pronounced dead at Parkland
General Hospital in Dallas, Texas.

Dan Alderman
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COLD WIND

Without a sound she turned to face the window.
"Who do I call, the funeral home?", she asked.
"The family or the church?", she almost begged,
and outside a cold wind was blowing hard.
Then, hardly loud enough to even hear,
she whispered, "Nothing 's here to stay forever."
Her eyes remained as dry as the gray sky;
I felt as if she wanted and needed to cry.
"It's almost time to go to work," she said
as she began to dress for the cold weather.
"Don't want to catch a chill, a cold wind's blowing,"
she said, tying her scarf around her head.
Her scarf was black. Appropriate for mourning.

Kyle Schlicher
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. . . and let them have dominion . .

Joshua glanced nervously at the large clock that hung ominously over the
Community Interment Center. Joshua hated having to walk past this place every day
after school but then again, going around it would mean travelling on back roads less
well-ventilated than this one. Also, his mother always became hysterical whenever he
came home late from the Socialization Center where Joshua was in the fifth grade.
This day, however, Josh did a double-take and stared with new interest at the huge
timepiece. Side stepping off of the Conveyor-Walk, he stood as if suspended in time,
while he watched the different hands make their perpetual rotations. It warn' t until
he actually noticed what time it was before he started running on the solid pavement
toward home.
At home, he was too wrapped up in thought to say more than " Hello" to his
mother and grab something to eat. He took the lift to his room, locked the door, and
tapped the switch on the wall that automatically sound-proofed his private domain.
His parents had objected to the device, but Joshua had nagged until it was installed.
He had felt basically independent since he had been eight and the sound-proofing
would insure that it would stay that way - until he started to work in the corporation
like his father.
Joshua then went to the antique wall-safe that his grandfather had given him and,
after working the base-twelve combination, opened it up and took out the
curiously-built record of knowledge entitled, Human Expansion and the Humanities.
The record was curious because it was different from any data bank that he had seen
before. It was bound on one side and had a hard, cardboard cover. Upon opening the
cover, there appeared hundreds of pages, arranged one on top of the other and
numbered. Each page had writing on both sides and it had taken Joshua some time
until he understood that the material written on one page was continued to the top of
the next page. The language was plainly his, even though there contained no use of
Fortran or Com pu-Talk.
The book was about man's development on Earth and all of his achievements.
Joshua had many problems in reading the book, however. Even though the book
appeared to have been written at pre-school level, Joshua had no comprehension of
many of the words it used. There was " wildlife," which somehow meant " birds" and
" fish" and " animals," but even these words were foreign to him. Another concept he
had difficulty with was " war." Death was the meaning that he drew from the context,
but the book treated " war" in a very pessimistic way - unlike the way death is treated
today.
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Another problem, of equal magnitude, was the fact that the history of man as
described in the book was very much different than what he had been taught in
school. He learned from the book that "fiction" was information that was not true
and he thought for a while that the book might be "fiction," but after more reading he
dismissed the idea. So now, Joshua was faced with two conflicting stories of the
development of mankind. One which included men like Shakespeare and Hemingway,
Christ and Buddha, and Plato and Aristotle. The other version did not.
Joshua had not bothered to ask his parents about the book, knowing that their
answer would be vague and misleading. They always became deceitful whenever he
questioned them about his grandfather's life or the mysterious relics that the old man
had owned that were now packed into the safe. The most interesting reaction that
Joshua observed of his parents was when he had asked them why they even bothered
to keep the relics anyway. They knew, but they wouldn't - were not allowed - to say.
So Joshua made a great decision. He must fill in the gaps himself. He would bring
the book up-to-date. He would write about man today and the world man lived in. A
world without books, without trees or birds or fish. Then, using the information in
the book, the information concerning man's selfishness and greed, information about
man's personal and social violence, he could piece together the true story.
His grandfather would have been proud.

Brian Green
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MESSAGE

I am not much at words
or rhymes,
nor precise in the way
words
or rhymes
are to be written d,
— wn.
They may be edited to a certain
form
and style—
But my meaning remains the same.
It is a message
to you
from me—
Thank you
for giving me
a part of you.
Your past,
which may be your present,
gives guidance for my today,
which will be my tomorrow.
Through you I've known
a different
Love,
Life,
and You.

Deanna Kirk
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LES RENARDS
The master is dead now. At least, that is what the women claim. " He died," they
irreverently giggle, " as he lived, in a flight to the stars. And what a mess he left!"
More on this they do not say, so I can only guess that there is no more to be
known.
Again they speak. " Papers, papers everywhere! Gather them, bundle them!"
they chant, mimicing, no doubt, the stern voices of honorable lawyers and
well-intentioned relations. " Throw not one scrap away!"
So they work. I see my brothers, my sisters bound, bound and tied into neatly
stacked piles of never-completed thoughts. A chamberwoman approaches me and
mine, muttering beneath her breath.
" I' ye worked longer and harder than anyone else. I deserve something for my
efforts...a souvenir." For this, I am randomly chosen, secreted beneath the apron
about her waist.
As I am lifted, I hear my brothers call to me. " Join us! Join us!"
" I cannot," I moan.
"We are one, a family!" plead my sisters.
" But I have no choice. Remember me."
Beneath the harsh linen of the culprit, I cannot sense the impact of separation
from those whose blood is my own. I feel only fear, a dreadful foreboding that this
turn of events shall hinder me from my destiny.
The day' s work ended, the maid scurries home with me, her forbidden treasure,
and places me between the leaves of a voluminous tome by, I believe, Gideon. Here
I sit and wait...and cry and fear.
As time passes, my fear turns to resentment, my resentment to anger. I was once
part of a greater whole. I was granted existence for but one purpose: to be shared.
In this way would I attain immortality for my master, of whom I am but a single
offspring.
But what am I now? What is someone who fails in the sole purpose of his
existence? I am, as Gideon would say, like a seed which, when falling upon the
ground, is eaten by the birds. Stifling here in obscurity, I have failed my master,
my author.
After many, many months a new edition has been added to this poorly-stocked
bookshelf which has become my prison ground. With heartfelt dismay, I recognize
it as my family, my brothers and sisters bound between cloth covers by glue and
string. I hide myself lest they, discovering my presence, laugh at me and at my
shameful disgrace.
" Why do you conceal yourself?" I am asked by Gideon.
" Should they, my family, see me, they shall surely laugh at me. I have failed
while they have succeeded. I am ashamed...but why do you now laugh at me?"
" Can it be that you do not know? My child, I have endured in many tongues
and suffered many fashions. But it is my spirit of message which makes me as I am,
as your' s, you. Tell me, do you know what your master has said by you?"
Able at last to speak of my master' s words, I eagerly declare, " Of course! I am
separation and union. My story is that of a necessary sorrow transformed into a
much needed gladness."
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" Why, so you are!" Suddenly vertigo ensues as Gideon flings himself from his
appointed place on the shelf onto the floor. Papers litter the room, and I among them.
In due course, the woman, the original perpetrator, enters and, perceiving the
mishap, gathers the fallen leaflets. Over me, she unexpectantly pauses.
" Why, I had given this up for lost! At last, I can put it where it truly belongs;
and then I will really have something special...the only complete copy in the
world!" She takes me to my brothers, my sisters and once more I am sharing unity
with my family.
" Brother, we rejoice! Your return renders us finally complete, that we may
fulfill our mission!"
" But you are many...spread over the world in this, your new form. I, being only
one, am limited. I have failed."
But they ignore me. " Please, brother, tell us all that has happened! What have
you seen of the world?"
Oddly, as I reveal to them my poor tale, I come into the knowledge which was mine
in the beginning: That the spirit of my message shall be communicated through the
ties of unity with my family. Though never will I be read, my brothers, my sisters shall
tell my story for me, so that my existence may be inferred by any of their own
readers. Thusly shall I fulfill my life' s purpose. As Gideon would say, " We are one in
the Spirit..."
And the little prince said to the fox, " What happens now that I have tamed
you?"
" Let us run into the fields and play," replied the fox, " in order to build
memories."
" What are memories' ?" asked the little prince.
But the fox had already run ahead, and called for the little prince to follow. All
that day they played together in the fields covered with grain. Towards evening,
however, the little prince quit the play and returned to the apple tree.
" What troubles you?" asked the fox.
" I miss my rose," sighed the little prince.
" You, in time, will return to your flower. Now is the time to rest. Today we
have built many memories."
Had the little prince not been already asleep, he would have asked, " What are
these things, memories?"
In the morning the fox and the little prince resumed their play in the golden
fields, and the little prince' s silvery laugh thrilled the fox. Still, when dusk
approached, the little prince again sought the apple tree.
" I miss my rose," said the little prince in reply to the fox' s queries.
" The love you hold for your rose demands your eventual return to her. Our
mutual taming; however, requires that the little time allotted to us be well spent,
lest there be regrets when you have left me. Come, then, let us build memories."
The little prince nodded, but thought, " What be these memories and their
purpose?"
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The third day began in a similar manner as the two preceeding days, and likewise
ended with the little prince sadly under the apple tree.
" What troubles you?" asked the fox.
" I miss my rose," sighed the little prince.
" When you return to your rose, will you then complain, ' I miss my fox?' You
have spent time in the company of your flower, and will do so again. I, on the
other hand, am with you now for a very little while. If properly used, this time
spent will make you very full of memories. These memories may then call me to
you whenever and wherever you are. This will save your rose from a similar
problem as now confronts me.
" Do not mourn the temporary separation from your rose; for if you do so, you
shall think of little else. Then, when again united with her, you shall have naught to
say but, I missed you.'
" Live now to the fullest, so that when this painful spearation has ended, you
will have much to tell your beloved about the yesterdays which have passed. In
that way, your rose may draw closer to your heart as you tell her of your joys and
of your sorrows.
" As for reuniting, create not a fixation upon this end that you overlook and
become oblivious to the means. It is as with the stepping stones which offer us safe
passage across the swift and strong currents of the stream. So great is the danger of
being swept away that we are sorely tempted to look only on the opposite bank
which beckons us to share its security. In doing so, we often slip and lose our
balance. Falling into the water, we are next carried away by the drowning rapids.
Instead, we should gaze at each stone along the way. In this manner we not only
safely obtain the goal of the opposite bank, but also have the added pleasure of
having known and of having the memory of the individuals who helped us to
achieve this end.
" Return to your flower and tell her of the memories we have built in one
another. Tell her of me and of wheat fields. These memories shall hold me dear to
you, and shall keep me with you...always."
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JUST A LITTLE SAD

I am not sorry
for having loved you
or for having lost you.
I do wish that we had a little more time,
maybe I would have written a rime
that would let you know
how I loved you so.
We each have our memories,
so I am not sorry
just a little sad
when I remember what we had,
and
know it won't be the same again.
Maybe someday,
in some strange way
it will be better - or at least as good.
Maybe love will be what it should.
But, no matter what the name
it will never, ever be the same.

Cristofer Francis Blu
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ONCE UPON A TIME . . .

I once lived in a house far away from everyone - but one. I had a tall Irish friend with
eyes as piercing as those of a bewitched cat and as blue as the sky on a May morning.,
lie was called, simply, Blu. We played with love as children do games and we stayed in
love as long as our young eyes saw only what we wanted them to: each other as
children and ourselves as one.
My house was our playground or fortress or castle, and we were whatever we
pleased at the moment. Days were spent laughing and running in the sunlight; nights
were spent crying and wondering at the moonlight. Our life was ended by the
beginning of our lives and tossed aside like last year' s favorite Christmas toy - to
slowly collect dust and rapidly lose memories.

One memory, though, I can' t forget: Once I lived in a house far away from
everyone — but one — and once, I was happy.

Kay Ellen Cook Hoak
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THE EDITOR's CORNER
After staying up all night one night, putting
this magazine together with the help of a few of my
friends, I thought that I would tell you why . . .
but I did not know where to begin. So I waited for
the end of the REVIEW to arrive, and it did - even
though for a while there I wasn't so sure that it
would. Now I can tell you why . . .
There has been some sort of literary magazine
at this campus off and on now for almost 90 years.
In this issue you have had an opportunity to read
some of the submissions that were written and have
been read by other generations, in other times.
The times were not all that different from our
own. They lived, they loved, and they died. We too
know of life and know how rich it can be with lovin'.
We also know death, all too well. Just this Fall two
young men, poets, lovers - livers of life, have gone
beyond this existence that we shared with them. They
will be missed.
But they, like other generations, have left us a
legacy. A legacy of words, a legacy of life, a most
beautiful treasure of love.
Thanks goes out to those, old generations and
new, who have contributed so much to legacies such
as this. You know who you are - please know that we
are grateful.
The Staff here at THE SEQUOYA REVIEW hope that
you have enjoyed our selections, we know that it has
been a labor of love for us.

Editor

